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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

Okay.. been a while since | wrote Mick/Nikki fic. You probably wanna go read the first one | wrote first, don't 
necessarily have to, but it'd make better sense. It's called I'll Be Here. | marked this one Adult Content not 
because of sexual content. Warning.. this is a dark one, rather short too. Please go easy on me. Thankiez all and 


happy reading! 


Sometimes, one's need to just disappear quietly and without an explanation becomes an obsession. When the pain 
and torment you bring to those around you begins to surface and the hurt is evident in their eyes, living 
becomes a curse instead of a blessing. Shadows haunt you at night when you try to lay your worries to rest, 
and sometimes you could swear that death is holding your hand. It refuses to lead you down the path that will 
likely end in a cold padded box, six feet beneath civilization. You're so close that you can taste it, yet it's out of 
your hands. But does it have to be? Fate is defined as the principle, determining cause, or will by which things 
in general are believed to come to be as they are or events to happen as they do. It cannot be held or 
touched or seen, but it can be determined by one, a supposed God. This same God, called upon by worthy 
protestants, is said to have created the heavens and the Earth, molding it with his mighty hands. It was made 
perfectly, to His standards, but nothing lasts forever. Corruption, misery, and hatred began to slowly spread 


until it engulfed this perfect world completely. 


Sitting in his car, surrounded by darkness sat a lonely and mentally exhausted man. He'd been thinking all 
evening, knowing this had to end somewhere. Mick had been to the doctors and received some less than 
thrilling news. He was in for another surgery, this one a bit more difficult than the last. With the help of Nikki, 
he'd healed finally, but this time there would be no need. Nikki had been there since day one, and it was 
wearing him down mentally and emotionally. He denied it, but Mick could see the hurt in his eyes no matter 
how hard he tried to tuck it away. At first he'd said no; this was something he wanted to do alone. Nikki had 
cried and begged to go with him saying he couldn't be alone again. 


Now, gaunt pale fingers moved through the air to wrap around a set of keys hanging from the ignition of his 
prized ‘61 Mustang, He rolled his window up until the hose was tightly wedged between the glass and the 
frame. His hollow eyes slipped shut as he turned the ignition, bringing the vehicle to life just as the garage 
door closed, concealing them from the outside world. Nikki opened the back door and slipped inside, reaching up 


to pull the guitarist to the back seat beside of him. 


All the comments came flooding back to Mick. He looked like a corpse, and the next thing to go would be his 
vocal chords. At least he was able to feel true love before he ended his life here on Earth. Nikki loved him, and 
he knew it. That first kiss they shared on New Years Eve set the pace for a love that had no boundaries. 


Mick buried his face in the crook between Nikki's neck and his shoulder, feeling hot tears threatening to escape. 
The bassist wrapped his arms around the older man, kissing the top of his head. Mick knew he could almost 
convince himself to continue this charade he called life. He just couldn't make Nikki go through the pain of 
watching him slowly crumble to nothingness. Dying now, with the one he loves most, quietly and cleanly would 
leave no room for mistakes. 


"Do you remember the first time we met?" Nikki whispered, stroking his lovers raven hair. 


Mick wiped his eyes and peered up into Nikki's beautiful face. "Yeah, who could forget? You and Vince had a 


huge fight about me." He paused to smile, memories flooding back to him. "You wanted me, and he didn't." 
"| guess | had a good eye for talent.” 

The garage was slowly filling with smoke and the smell of exhaust. It wouldn't be too long now. Death was 
already wrapping it's arms around them, but they weren't quite ready to go. There were still things that 
needed to be said. 

"We'll be okay now, won't we?" asked Mick, clutching onto his lover desperatly wanting reassurance. 


Nikki nodded. "We'll be together forever. Now nobody can take you away from me." 


Mick coughed, the hose now pumping the stifling smell into the vehicle, and they both realized this was the 
end. Nikki tipped his chin up, leaning down to press their lips together ever so gently. They linked their fingers 


Together and held on as if some force would tear them apart if they lessened their hold. 

Nikki's voice was growing weak, but his free hand moved through his lover's hair as he sang softly. "You're the 
reason the sun shines down, and the nights, they don't grow cold. Only you that I'll hold when I'm young, only 
you..as we grow old" 

Mick whimpered as his lungs filled with the deadly poison. 


"Shh, just close your eyes. I'll see you when we get there,” Nikki whispered. 


The two men held onto one another as they slowly wilted and faded away into the enchanting darkness they'd 
both longed for, forgetting all their earthly troubles and becoming comfortably numb. 


